SOME LETTERS OF
me some days ago, but I have hardly been up to writing before today. I am happy to report that the operation which I underwent three weeks ago has succeeded admirably, and I shall soon be on my feet again — at least on one of them and a cane or two. For the first few days after they sliced me I had a squeak for it; temperature anything in the shade and pulse hopping like a jack-rabbit who descries Teddy on the horizon. However, Nature soon decided that I was of more use to her in an organized state than as phosphates, and since then I have made a rapid recovery. ...
To Richard Watson Gilder
51 WEST IOTH ST. May I3th, 1905. DEAR MR. GILDER,
Yes, I am out of the hospital, thank God, owing to my flat refusal to endure any longer the hideous monotony of blank walls and blank hours (the latter my own fault, I know), but I am not yet very much master of my machine — only able to hobble tentatively about on one leg and a cane or two.
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